THE WITHERED ARM

A RENCOUNTER

IX

IT was one o'clock on Saturday. Gertrude Lodge,
having been admitted to the jail as above described,
was sitting in a waiting-room within the second gate,
which stood under a classic archway of ashlar, then
comparatively modern, and bearing* the inscription,
'COVNTYJAIL: 1793.' This had been the facade she
saw from the heath the day before. Near at hand
was a passage to the roof on which the gallows stood.

The town was thronged, and the market sus-
pended ; but Gertrude had seen scarcely a soul.
Having kept her room till the hour of the appoint-
ment, she had proceeded to the spot by a way which
avoided the open space below the cliff where the
spectators had gathered; but she could, even now,
hear the multitudinous babble of their voices, out of
which rose at intervals the hoarse croak of a single
voice uttering the words, * Last dying speech and
confession!' There had been no reprieve, and the
execution was over; but the crowd still waited to see
the body taken down.

Soon the persistent woman heard a trampling over-
head, then a hand beckoned to her, and, following
directions, she went out and crossed the inner paved
court beyond the gatehouse, her knees trembling so
that she could scarcely walk. One of her arms was
Dut of Its sleeve, and only covered by her shawl

On the spot at which she had now arrived were
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